I am a heart failure cardiologist, I am a mother of two baby girls, I was positive for COVID‐19 and forced to stay at home. In this month many thoughts peeked into my head.

Coronavirus has changed our minds, our hospitals, our normal daily life, our physical well‐being, our hearts.

Our minds, because as doctors we had to rapidly implement our knowledge by approaching an unknown, subtle disease, with complications still unclear and uncertain evolutions.

Our hospitals, because as cardiologists we had to try our hand at other disciplines in unfamiliar departments created specifically for the emergency, facing an unexpected tsunami by putting effort, sacrifice, commitment that goes beyond our knowledge and that eradicates our safety.

Our normal daily life, because as citizens we have been forced to shut ourselves in our homes, waiting for the invisible enemy to disappear, giving up social life, extra‐work commitments, and the whole network that makes our lives complete and satisfied, holing up in a sort of bubble that protects us and at the same time isolates us.

Our physical well‐being, because as a patient suffering from coronavirus I felt bad, I was afraid, I saw my energies being overcome by tiredness and pain.

Our hearts, because as a mother I had to instil positivity and joy in my little girls forced between four walls, unaware of what is happening in the world, wondering why they cannot go outside.

Once healed, I went back to the hospital trying to gather all the strength to fight, but the perception is that there has been a war, that too much suffering has been seen and experienced, that nothing will be as before for us doctors, for patients, for families, and for the whole world.
